



’The T rage die of 

Go<! fane King Harry , \ rikingd Richard faycs, 

And fend himmany yeer.es ofSun-lhipeda 
What more remaines? 

North. No more,but that you read 
Thefe accufations, and thefe greeuous crimes, 
Committed by your perfon,and your followers, 
Againft the State and profit oftliis Land; 

That by confefsingthem,thc foules ©f men 
May deeme that you arc worthily depafde. 

T^ch. Muff I cloe fc? and mull I rauell out 
My weaud vp Folly, gentle Northumberland} 

If thy offences were vpon record. 

Would knot fharae thee in fo faire a troope. 

To lead a kfturc of them,iftliou wouldft, 

There fhouldft thou finde one haynous article, 
Contayningthe depofing of a King, 

And cracking'the ilrong warrant 
Markt with a blot,damd in the booke 
Nay of you that Hand and loeke vpon, 

Whilft that my wretchcdneffe doth bate my felfe; 
Though fomc of you (with Tildt ) wafh your hands. 
Shewing an outward pittie,yetyou Pilatet , 

Haue heere deliuer me to my fowre Croffe, 

And water can not walk away your finne. 

Norik' My Lord difpatcffread ore thefe Arti< 
R<ch. Mine eyes are full of teares,I catinot 
And yet fait water blindes them not fo much, 
Butthey can fee a fort ofTray tors heere: 

Nay, if I turne mine eyes vpon my felfe, 

I find my felfe aTraytorwith thereft ; 

For I haue giuen heere my foules confent 
To vndccke the pompous body ofa K 
MadeGlory bace,and Soueraigntie 
Proud Maieftiea fubieff, State a pcafa 
North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haugnt lnuuiujj 

Nor no mans Lord j I haue no name, no title, 
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Standing before thefunne of Bullingbrook*, 

To meltmy felfe away in water drops. 

Good King, great King; and yet not greatly good: 

And if my name be ftarling, yet in Englang 
Let it comtnaund a mirour hether ftray te 
T hat it may Ihew me what a face I haue. 

Since it is banckrout ofhis Maieffie. 

'Bud. Goe forae of you and fetch a Looking-glade. 
North. Read ore this paper while the Glaffe doth come, 
Rich. Fcind^thou torments me ere I eome to Hell. 

Sail. Vrge it no more my Lord Northumberland. 

North. The Commons will not then be fatisfied, 

‘Rich. They fhall be fatisfied, He read enough, f 
When I do fee the very Booke indeed. 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that’s my felfe. 

Giue me the Glaffe : no deeper wrinckles yet? 

Hath Sorrow ftrolce fo many bio wes vpon this 
Face of mine, and made no deeper woundes? 

Oh flattering Glaffe, like to my followers in profperitiel 
Was this the face that euery day v-nder his 
Houlhould roofe did keepe ten thoufand men? 

Was this the face that faaft fo many follies. 

And was at laft outfaaft by B nllin%brookf} 

A brittle Glorie fhineth in this face, 

As brittle as the Glorie is the face, j 

For there it is crackt in a hundred Ihiuers: 

Marke filentKing the morail of this fport, 

How foone myforrow hath deftroyde my face. 

’Butt. The lhadow of your forrow hath deftroyd 
The lhadow of your face, 

R ,c k. Say that againe ;the lhadow of IB/ forrowj 
lets fee ; tis very true, my griefe hi 
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